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amp TH? THBPT OP SPEECH 



fEN MARY AND BILLY BATSON 
THE NAME OF THE ANCIENT 
SORCEREK, SHAZAM, AND WHEN 
FREDDY FREEMAN SAYS THE NAME 
OF HIS HERO, CAPTAIN MARVEL, 
THE THREE Y3JNGSTERS INSTANTLY 
APE CHANGED IWTO THE UORLE* 
MH5HTIEST FAMILY - 

THE MARVEL FAMILY/ 



c?heff£f is something worth more than all the wealth 
Von earth janp yet it has no shape or weight or physi- 
cal. FORM OR ANYTHING 1 . 1 WHAT IS IT? IT IS — A WORD.' YES> 
WORDS AND SPEECH ARE THE FOUNDATION OF ALL CIVILIZATION, 
FOR WITHOUT THHM WE yVOULP BE AS THE PUM8 BEASTS/ ANP 
IF YOU POUBT THAT FACT, JUST FOLLOW THE MlflHTY MARVtl 
FAMILY AS THEY FJtfHT TO SAVE CIVILIZATION FROM LITTER 
COLLAPSE AFTER THE BAFFLINg THEFT O F SPEECH 
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1 i. ,I)ROFESSOR GILBERT THORNE, TEACHER OF LAN - 
: T r*&DA£ES,A5KS A CHALLENGING OUESTION OF HIS 
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FOUNDATION STONE OF 
CIVILIZATION? WHAT IS THE 
ONE THING THAT HAS RAISED 
HUMAN BEINGS ABOVE THE 
LEVEL OF THE BEAST? 
PO ANY OF YOU 
STUDENTS I 
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wTHE ROLLER ROBBER 



IOE Cavalaro, proprietor of the Hilltop 
Roller Rink, sat in his little office count-, 
Bug the night's receipts. He was worried. 
^Pressure of other matters had kept him from 
going to the bank for several days, and he 
[■had too much money on hand. '"Real good haul 
for a burglar." thought Joe, gloomily chew- 
ting on his unlit cigar. Perhaps it was premo- 
nition. 

I He heard skates rolling toward the office 
tjnd then the door opened. "Hey, buddy, you're 



no: 




llowed to wear skates off the rink,' 1 
growled Joe. "Didn't you see the sign?" 

'This is the only sign I believe in," re- 
torted the other, leveling a blued-stecl , revol- 
ver at the proprietor. 
"Hey!" cried Joe. "You can't . . ." 
"I can, and I will," declared the gunman. 
i'l want all the money. All of it! What's on 
ithe desk, and what's in the safe. And if you 
[)ry any funny business, I'll put a bullet in 
jyou! Nobody'll pay any attention to the shot. 
[They'll think it's just part of that jive record 
] started in the juke box." 

Joe knew it was true. And he could see in 
the pale cold eyes of the gunman that the man 
meant business. The eyes were all ha could 
fte, for the man had a scarf tied to hide his 
Hose and mouth, and his hat brim was pulled 
way down. 

Reluctantly, Joe opened the safe and hand- 
>d over the money. "That's a good boy," said 
fthe robber. "Now I'll just lock you in so you 
(won't be able to come after me." He rolled 
through the door, shut it, and Joe heard the 
ftey click in the lock. Joe leaped to the door 
and tugged on the knob, but the lock held 
'fast. He then ran around the desk to the only 
window, unlatched it, raised it, and squeezed 
himself through, a slow and difficult process 
[for one of Joe's age and bulk. All the while, 
he was shouting for help, but as the burglar 
[had surmised, live bedlam set up by the record 



in the booming juke box easily drowned out 
his cries. 

He ran around to the main entrance and 
shouted to his ticket-taker and to the world 
at large, "Hey! Stop that guy! He's a thief! 
Stop, thief*!" 

The ticket-taker, young and vigorous, start- 
ed running after the fleeing robber and sev- 
eral other youths joined the chase. But the 
man on skates easily out-distanced them, roll- 
ing away with swift, long-legged strides. 
Down hill he sped, ever increasing the gap 
between himself and his pursuers. Then ha 
whizzed around a corner and they l»M him 
completely ! 

Lieutenant Bill Garrison «f the Eighth Pre- 
cinct Detective Bureau \va* obviously diaap- 
pointed that Joe Cavalaro couldn't give * 
better description of the roller robber. 

"I'm sorry, but that's the best I can do," 
growled Joe, chewing on his unlit cigar. 
"The guy was tall and thin and he had pale, 
mean eyes. Cold eyes. But I wouldn't swear 
I could identify a man just by looking at 
his eyes." 1 

"Of course not," agreed Lieutenant Garrison. 
"We'll have to work out something else. But 
we've got to get him. He's got that gun, and 
he's a killer. Maybe he hasn't knocked off any- 
body yet, but he surely will if we don't catch 
him first. You were very wise not to try to 
cross him." 

"Not wise — just scared to death!" grumbled 
Joe. "Those eyes meant business," 

"Speaking of business, how is it?" asked 
the detectiv.jp. 

"Booming !" 'exclaimed Joe. "The place is 
jammed. Curiosity seekers, you know. People 
who never skated in their lives are coming 
out to look over the spot where the roller 
robber did his stuff. All this publicity is great 
for business. You couldn't buy that kind of 
advertising," 
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"It tells at a glance you're a pal 
to any light of mine, Make your friends envious, 
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sewing, or And say, pardner, we hard ridin' 
posse members got to have plenty 
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my official "Rocky" Lane Posse 
Shoulder Patch right away." 
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"Well, would you be willing to invest a 
thousand dollars in another publicity stunt?" 

"A grand? That's pretty steep!" said Joi. 

"I know it is," admitted the detective. "But 
if it works out right, I think we'll be able to 
catch this skating scoundrel and get back the 
money he stole from you. If he's got a record 
—and he probably has — there may be a reward 
out for him, and you could have that, too. 
I can't guarantee it, but you might break even 
or a little ahead. Want to chance it?" 

"What's the plan?" asked Joe. 1 * 

It was three weeks later. More than a hun- 
dred skaters were entered in The Hilltop Rink 
First Annual Outdoor Roller Race. A thou- 
sand dollars in prize money was the bait. 
Broad street, with its smooth new surface, had 
been closed to traffic and the course marked 
off. Because of the number of entries it was 
planned to run the race in several heats, with 
first prise going to the skater making the best 
time. First prize would be five hundred dol- 
lars, with the other five hundred dollars being 
split into twenty-five lesser prizes. 

Joe Cavalaro stood beside Detective Garri- 
son, looking at the assembled racers while the 
starter was giving them final instructions. 

"Do you see him? Do you see anybody that 
looks like him?" whispered the detective. 

"Darn near alt of 'em look like him," re- 
torted Joe, chewing his cigar nervously. "Most 
of "em are tall, thin, and long-legged. Of 
course, that's what yuu'd expect in a skate 
race." 

"True enough," said the officer. "I didn't 
think you'd be able to pick him out." 

"He might not even be here," grumbled Joe. 
"Might be miles away." 

"I think he's here all right," declared Lieu- 
tenant Garrison. "This is the kind of thing 
that would appeal to him. He's daring and 
he's greedy. And no doubt he's^been wallow- 
ing in all that publicity." 

"Well, even if he is here, I can't figure how 
you'll pick him out." 

"He'll pick himself out," retorted the de- 
tective, grimly. "The so-called smart crooks 
ate usually the dumbest. Come on. Let's get 
lip to the finish line." 
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Near the finish line, a table was set up uo 
the edge of the course, and a uniformed police) [ 
man was keeping an eagle eye on it. For ti I 
that table was a stack of greenbacks and! f 
big sign proclaiming; 

HERE IT ISt, 
Si, 000 
PRIZE MONEY t 

"Makes me jittery, seeing all that mon«& 
lying loose," said Joe. 

"Don't worry about it," chuckled the d(£ 
tective. "Look! The first race is about to startjl 

A gun sounded and ten skaters sped alonrf 
the street. The big race was on! 

Winners of the first two heats made fairlyK 
good time but nothing sensational. It was now 
until the third heat that a really exceptional' 
skater came into view. He pulled away frorfl 
the pack almost at the start and was fifty 
yards ahead of everybody as he roared toward 
the finish line. At the last minute, he swerved 
to the right, swooped up the packet of bills 
from the table, and whizzed past the finish!? 
line. The startled policeman whipped out hisft 
service revolver but held fire. He couldn'tl 
risk shooting into the crowd of spectators. V 

But Bill Garrison, stationed just beyonffl 
the finish line, jerked up sharply on a lights 
rope he had fastened to a tree across thtfi 
Street. Ankle high it was as he held it taut,| 
It caught the skater across the instep and 
spilled him with a crash. In an instant BilR; 
pounced on him, pinning the bruised thief 
to the pavement. 

"I think this is our man. Joe!" he called! 

Joe nodded as he looked down into a pair> 
of pale, cold, killer eyes. The roller robberl 
had been caught with the goods! 

LIEUTENANT Garrison visited Joe in his 
little office. "Well, the roller burgla 
confessed all," he said. "And you're in luck 
He has got a record a yard long, and there 
is a thousand-dollar reward for him. So you 
don't lose a dime on the big race. It's all 
yours!" 

"Phooie!" grinned Joe. "I wouldn't toucbl 
that reward. Give it to charity." 

THE END 
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